nonetheless firmly after he had listened carefully to what everyone had to say, he would guide us through our strategic budgetary discussions to the right answer. In all my dealings with Richard when I was President of the Society, and subsequently, one of the things I remember most was his proclivity for questions. Mine de rien, he was an extremely skilled Socratic questioner, and had he taken another route in life he would have been a great teacher.
Richard's contribution to the Society was not, however, limited to his tireless efforts on behalf of our financial equilibrium. Shortly after he retired he founded the Gapper Charitable Trust, and from the outset the Society and French studies generally have been among the Trust's major beneficiaries. Awarded for the first time in 2002, the R. H. Gapper undergraduate, graduate, and book prizes, named in memory of Richard's father, have become a centrepiece of the discipline of French in the UK, showcasing the quality and variety of what we do. Richard was scrupulous in leaving the judging of work submitted for the Gapper prizes to academic panels and in deferring to their decisions. However, he always read the top-ranked essays for the undergraduate and graduate prizes, always asked questions about them and expressed an opinion, and always took great delight in reading the prize-winning books, often also in meeting their authors at the Society's annual dinner. Even when sceptical about the approach (which was sometimes the case with more theoretical work), Richard unfailingly recognized intelligence and he particularly appreciated historically oriented research. Furthermore, if one looks down the list of past winners of the Gapper prizes, it is evident that the graduate prize in particular has become a launching pad for the careers of many young researchers in French. Indeed, although the book prize has undoubtedly the highest profile of the Gapper prizes, one of Richard's main objectives was the support of young scholars. This also led to the Gapper Trust establishing the Sévigné Scholarship at the University of St Andrews for doctoral study in French and the Sévigné Studentship for an MA in French at King's College London, both of which have funded exceptionally talented graduate students who might otherwise have been unable to continue their studies.
Following his stint as Treasurer of the Society Richard never entirely abandoned his academic interests in French, reading papers at the British Comparative Literature Association Conference and at the 20th/21st Century French and Francophone Studies International Colloquium, and publishing an article in the French Studies Bulletin. He rarely missed a Society for French Studies conference. However, his love of France and French culture also translated into numerous trips to and around France with his wife Claire, particular favourite spots being Paris, the Loire Valley, Nice, and latterly Biarritz. He read enthusiastically in French and, as befits a man who loved Paris so much, particularly liked the work of Raymond Queneau. His favourite novel, however, which he reread often, was -perhaps fittingly -Georges Perec's La Vie mode d'emploi. Richard, like the novel, was quizzical, intelligent, quirkily humorous, humane, and, finally, resolutely committed to modernity despite a healthy and tenacious respect for the past.
Richard indulged his love of sailing and the sea by moving after his retirement from London to a house in the Historic Dockyard at Chatham, where he was able to keep a boat. Anyone who visited Richard and Claire there would be treated to their delicious and exceptionally warm hospitality, conversation about books, art, and music, a loving tour of their beautiful garden, and an enthusiastic, extensible, and fascinating walk around the Dockyard itself, not just its monuments, but also its nooks and crannies. It was at Chatham that a farewell lunch was held for Richard on 27 March 2014. He had been extremely discreet about the poor health from which he suffered from 2006 onwards, but his ability to continue to embrace life in such trying circumstances was nothing short of exemplary, and this came out in many ways at the event on 27 March, which brought together people from many walks of life. Photographs of Richard decked the walls. It turns out that he had not always been such a conservative dresser: there he was looking surprisingly sharp in the 1960s, even more surprisingly snazzy in the 1970s. Photographs with Claire or with his children, Edward and Charlotte, showed his love of travel. At the helm of a boat he had a beaming smile on his face; with a glass of no doubt French wine in his hand his smile was no less warm and broad. The poetry and music had been chosen by Richard himself, including English poems (Masefield's 'Sea Fever' and Marvell's 'The Garden') and songs in Italian and German ('Soave sia il vento' from Così fan tutte and, perhaps most movingly, 'Im Abendrot' from Strauss's Four Last Songs). The concluding piece, however, was less melancholic, and French: Charles Trenet's La Mer, which seemed to sum up so much about Richard. Looking around the room as I listened, it was striking that despite the sadness of the occasion many people were smiling as Trenet's voice and melody worked their magic. Richard would have been pleased, I think, to be thus remembered with a smile, and it is hard to imagine a more fitting tribute.
